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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Purposefully written in the style of Sandra Cisneros's House on Mango Street (published in 1984]. A personal 


favourite. Cisneros, not this story. 


Lovingly dedicated to my roommate's kitten, James "Jimmy" Elliott del Toro, who has decided [bless his kitty 
soul] that my bed is the perfect substitute for his litter box. 


Susan Cheng is behind the Laundromat counter because she's always behind the Laundromat counter. She folds 
shirts and pants and stockings and panties and says: Mr. Allen, how are you? 


Bells tinkle jangle as he closes the door. 


The usual? she says, and she's bemused because it's always the usual. 


Looks like it's my new lot in life, he says. Pee all over the covers. Pee all over everything. 


And he's setting out a comforter and two fitted sheets and pillow cases and covers made from Egyptian 
cotton because he read in Natural Life that regular covers are actually toxic and that Egyptian cotton isn't. 


He loads machine number fifteen, heavy duty, and three dollars and fifty cents per load. Stuffs and shoves the 
comforter in. Alone. Machine number sixteen welcomes the fitted sheets and pillow cases and Egyptian cotton 
covers with a wide open door. 

Detergent. Tapping his fingers against the instructions he's read maybe hundreds of times, he's lost count. Slot 
number two for powdered supplies. Slot number three for liquid Slot number one for bleach after the soak 
cycle. Has to read them every time, although he knows them by heart. 

Ritual. It's all ritual, anyway. 

He buys a bag of Doritos. 

| thought you were vegetarian, Susan says. 


Vegetarian, he says. Not health rut. They're not mutually exclusive. 


He crunches on a Doritos. It's Mexican, isn't it? Flour tortillas with cheese? Processed cheese. If it ever was 


cheese. He regrets buying them, and they crackle into his pocket. 
Susan is folding a towel, clinical as she smoothes out the corners just so, just like they come factory sealed. 
How old is your little Lauren now? she says. 


His eyes and his head are following his comforter as it tumbles inside machine number fifteen. Round and 


round. The machine heaves and tosses. 
She's four, he says. 
And still wetting the bed? Susan clucks her tongue. She means well. 


We got her a kitten, he says. Two months old, | think. We can't really tell. It was in a box, for free. Kittens to a 


good home. 


The bulletin board informs him that the Los Angeles Gayfully Glee Club is putting on a play about a cruise and 


that Bill Quiñones runs an excellent gardening business and that The Screaming Mimis need a new drummer. 


Susan is beating out a pair of trousers, folding them at the knees with a Kung Fu swipe, and she's laughing. 


So now both of them..? she says. 
Just the one, he says. 
Poor Lauren, she says. 


The kitten, actually, he says. You'll be seeing me for at least two more weeks. Bloody cute thing can't be 


counted on to use his litter box. 
For shame, Mr. Allen, she says. 


She's made a neat mountain of folded laundry, pushes it aside to start on a new batch. Methodical. Her own 


ritual. 


It's all ritual, anyway. 


